MODERN POETRY 1922-1934

THE ZEBRAS

FROM the dark woods that breathe of fallen showers,
Harnessed with level rays in golden reins.
The zebras draw the dawn across the plains
Wading knee-deep among the scarlet flowers.
The sunlight., zithering their flanks with fire.
Flashes between the shadows as they pass
Barred with electric tremors through the grass
Like wind along the gold strings of a lyre.

Into the flushed air snorting rosy plumes

That smoulder round their feet in drifting fumes,   10

With dove-like voices call the distant fillies,

While round the herds the stallion wheels his flight,

Engine of beauty volted with delight,

To roll his mare among the trampled lilies.

ROY CAMPBELL

THE SCAPEGOAT

BURDENED with great iniquity and pain

In the vast wilderness of human scorn,

The Scapegoat travels on towards the dawn

Another outcast yet, another Gain.

No herdsmen claim him now, from him in vain

All pasture-lands and bright sweet streams are torn, 20

And leaders' bells, and struggles horn to horn

In the green valleys of his old domain*

In some precipitous ravine of stones
He stumbles on his predecessor's bones
Pale sepulchre of unresisted blame ;
Then idly, where a few sparse grasses grow
He crops the stunted nettles of his woe,
And drinks the brackish waters of his shame.
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